morning by the beds of two pretty little cherubs, over whom relatives were dropping big tears, half in anguish half in delight. The day before they had rushed out from their house into one of the poorer streets of London, had been knocked down by a passing van, and both of them run over. Mangled and bleeding they were borne off to the hospital by the half-frantic parents, and the next morning I found them, badly hurt indeed, but not fatally or permanently as it had been feared, and both looking as though they considered themselves after all rather the favourites of fortune. Each had a rosy-cheeked doll and a bright new silver sixpence from the office of Truth, and very 
